A 


Ss hk « — 


oF TR 
PRESENT, TIMES 


TIME ͤ w Cem 


IN AN ; 
1 8 | 
KITE FEMA 
| . | 
3 . 1 
There's Language in ber Eye, her Cheek, her Lips nay, her Foot | 
ſpeaks. SHAKESPEAR. | 
LONDON: 1 
Printed for T. WALL R, oppoſite Fetter Lane, Fleet Street. | 
M DCC LXII. 7 
9 


[Price One Shilling: ] 


— 


' WV. B. The deſigned Variation in the Meaſure of the 
2 is marked with Stars, for the Eaſe of the 
Reader. 


* * 
; # 
. ' - 
_— 47 * — —— 2 * * 
7 
z * | + 2 
* * 1 37 1 N | 
4 t- 1 1 
if 4 — 2 2 
3 3 ki aw the £ Pry * ; 
P. * 
i n r ns 
N — , \ * * 40 
8 * W — K \ » de — — 2 — 4 
O_o —_— — — — - — — „* A Hs . r Kane. res + 1 i Ty — 
a £ 
4; 2 1 - 4 — —— ww 
— — — mo — YE : : You 
7 
1 * - 
- 
FA - 


Mis FI I N EN 


MAD AM, 
Kk 


H O' unknown to your Toilet I preſs, 
Verſe-makers will whom they pleaſe chuſe, 


But oddly begins my Addreſs, s 
1 For I make you both Subject and Muſe. 


II. 


How often I've fed on thy View, 
How often tranſported I've gaz d, 
How often this Verſe is thy Due, 
For a Clown to a Poet you've rais d. 


T3 III. 
Your Figure was poliſh'd by Grace, 


Love laughs in thy Roſe-dimpled Cheek ; 


Perſuaſion beams over thy Face, 
And good Humour attends . when you Slat: 


IV. 


On ſome Holiday ſure you was born, 
In the Month of true Taſte and much Mirth ; 

Pale Prudery ſkulk'd off forlorn, 
And Sprightlineſs danc'd at your Birth. 


[4] 


V. 
The Stoicks pretended to pred 2 


— — — 2 —— —-— 


Here; Happineſs Was not our r Due. 
That's falſe; replies BEAUTY and Lovr, 
We'll prove it; they did fo by you. 


VI. 3 


You! was ſent by the God of Deſites, ) * iel 
That he might his Empire maintain; ; 
For tho' BAcchus had put out Love's Fires, 
He knew You cou'd light them again; 


... 


Hvur rated the Urchin young CUP1D 3 

But the Genius——you know him; he's. witty. 
Cried, © Lord, Coufin, don't be ſo ſtupid. 

« TIis MoTurR, tho' I call her KITTY.“ 


VIII. 


If it was not ? for once let me move, | 
You would not with Harm to this Beauty, | 

You ſee ſhe was finiſh'd for Love; | 
Tye the reſt of her Sex down to DUTY. 


IX. 
But Marriage, is Man and Wife's Venture; 
A Buſineſs, like marketting made; 
The Wedding a Life-drawa Indenture, 
Bride and Bridegroom joint Partners in Trade. 


= 
The Huſband ſoon breaks thro the Lover; 
Undiſguiſed then, the ſeif-loving Elf; 


Like Shop Goods, juſt looks his Wife over, 
Then lets her lay by on the Shelf, 


XI. 


„ 


NAI. 


Her Beauties, her Blandiſhments pal; 
She's a Wife, ev'ry charm is annull'd ; ; 
Satiety ſtops their Recall; 
By Duty, their Pulytancy! $ dull'd. 


XII. 
By her Side, like an Image of Clay, 
He lyes; a meer Lump of ſtill Life; 
Vet he boaſts all demands he can pay, 
Excepting thoſe due to his Wife. 


If Wine by Chance prompts his Embrace, 
No love-tun'd Endearments he pleads ; 


Coarſe Appetite ſoils in their Place, 
And the Pauſe of rude Dullneſs ſucceeds. 


XIV. 


No delicate Toyings he taſtes, 

In his Eyes no Affection appears; 
On no Breath- blending Kiſſes he feaſts, 
No ſoft Murmurs fink in his Ears. 


XV. b 


On their Bed- ſide Es TEM ne'er alights; 
On their PHows' no Pl E ASANTRY plays; 1 
They never deceive the dull Nights, oy 
With 2 TONNE of Freart-ſpeaking Praife, 


XVI. 
If fond Dreaming, ber Arm claſps his. Side, wo” 
Like a Tenant of Hog-ſtye he'll roar, 3 
Half Sleeping; hoarſe, ſurlily chide, F de Snom. | 


Tilk his owl grum—bles into—a—Snore. 
B 5 Thus 


24 — 


161 


XVII. 


Thus the Bow-bearit\g Prattler kupt ſneerihg :: 1251 
_ Hraun knows: his: is-moſt\ bw, Currie 
As to Courtſhip, what Man is fdeerein? | 
As to Love, what is that aſter(Mardinge J '7 


XVIII. 
Juſt then DiscorD hy: Herre oliphted il hi? 
Curip had not uu Waord:moteito ſa : 
But trembling, his Lips bit, look frighted - od bf 
Flapp'd his Wings, andi flew :frowning away. "vo 


XIV 
With his Meſſenger, Hy Men went forth, e 
We'll no longer keep, Wedlock in View,.. 67 
But ſeek the Choice Spirits of Earth, 44 Sr 


And converſe FAIR TAZ TIA with vou. 


1 — 


XX. 
000 4 44-8008 448... 
When you in /RANELAGH's rich Round adrancc 
O happy he! You from our Sex ſelect ; 
Big with bold Wiſhes, he awaits, your, — | 
As fervent Bigots, heavenly Bliſs _ 


XXI. 
In that fam'd Circle of the Gay and Fair, TR” 
Among the many Daughters of Delight; 
Love's Laurel crowns thee, in thy Face and Air, 


Pleaſure his Prelude beats in Reaſon' s Spite. 
The 
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XXII. 


The bluſhing Maid; at your Appearance cries, 
Nay, dear Papa, indeed ſhe's very pretty. 
Then whiſpers to herſelf, witk up caſt Eyes, 
O, ye good. Gods, if I was but like Kr TY. 


XXIII. 
Each City Dame, full 'drefs'd\, in maſſy Pride, 
. With feign'd Compaſſion ſcoffs, indeed, tis Pity ; 
But by warm Fancy check ' d, ſhe ſighs aſide, 5 
O. that, for once, I could: but change with KT T. 


XXIV. 
As round you walk, our Sex around you gaze; 
And when reclin'd, you fit. to hear ſome Ditty, 
Whiſpers on Whiſpers circliog, ſound your Praiſe, 
How eaſy elegant appears dear K TTV. 


XXV. 
„„ „ 
O'er the Dome's ſpacious Circus, like Swans on the Thames, 
The Train-ſweeping - Toaſts move, ſmooth failing along; 
While the ſparkling of Eyes, dim the Play of their Gems ; 
And the ruſtling of Silks, drowns the Sound of each Song. 


XXVI. ; 
If 1 ſhou'd the Phraſes Ive heard Lay i nr Mu 
Spoke by dignify'd Dames, and ſuch faſhion· bred F elk? 
For once, how thoſe delicate Beings converſe, qx 
Fl attempt; but remember, it is but in Joke. 


Some, 


| (8 ] 


XXVII. Y 
Some, ſomewhat too. delicate, proud, to evince, 
By nice Speaking, their prime Education, 
The Senſe and the Syllables equally mince, 
And ſpeak LIN GVA FRANCa of Faſhion. 


XXVIII. 
Pon Onner : Mem Jeſu : Yor La-—aſhip mi Lard. 
Quite the Thing this, and thus quite the Thing they 
But how wou'd our blunt ſpeaking Sires have ſtared, 
Had they known of this modern Box Ton: Politeſs. 


XXIX. 


ex preſt. 


Then, immenſely: odd Creatures : prodigious and vaaſtiy; 


With Remnants of Sentences fritter'd from France ; 
Then the Liſp and the Trip, and the Simper ſo taſtely, 
The ide-flidiog Curtly;. the quick-ſpea' king Glance, 


XXX. 


Lady Thomas, pray Boro is his Lordſbip? Quite well ? 
I hope, Child, your Monkey is got out of Danger? 
Dear Othi's in Health; for my Lord I can't tell. 


OR" Di: To-mgbt fray does GARRICK d Ranger? 


XXXI. 
That Genius (you know him) has baden his Age, 
Colour d. Naturenanew with the Pencil of Grace; 
Wich Labour Augaan has ſwept: from the Stage, '' 


The Rant of b Lat. and the Grin of | Griinace 1 


XXXII. 


True HuMovR and JUDGMENT as Sponſors were gave him; 


With Faxe and Wir be went” early* to Schoo!; 


The Colo and Brace Mus each ſtrove to have bim, 
But TAs TE was commiſſion d their Ploas't to ber- rule. 


xXXXiIl. 


1 


XXXIII. 
Says the Dau ATR of ELEGANCE, “is the Deuce in ye, 
To monopolize? — but entrez nous, 
Tis allow d for ſome Years, you ſhall ſhare him between ye; 
© When he's gone, Girls, you muſt go too,” 
* IN AZ 


Sg 2 Uilenrio ? [ 
1911114 21 | 
_ - 
e 
In that fad! Hour far diſtant be the Day, 


When for a better Stage ur quits his own; 
Oh! let fond Gratitude her Fribute pay, 
And an unflatt'ring Muſe inſcribe his Stone, 


þ © ' + AE 
On Envy-mangling Merit ſhe dares call, 
To ſing this Requiem in his SHakxesPEaAR's Strain; 
HE was AN ACTOR, TAKE HIM ALL IN ALL, 
WE NE'ER SHALL LOOK UPON His LIKE AGAIN. 


| XXX VI. | 
E'er that laſt Mement ſhall dear KiTTy reach, 
E'er ruthleſs Time thy ripen'd Bloom has rais'd ; 
O liſt to what a Penitent ſhall preach, 
One who, like thee, Eccentric oft has blaz' d. 


XXXVIIL 
But now deſcending down the Vale of Years, 
Remembrance brings back ev'ry miſ-ſpent Scene; 
Before me Self-reproach her Mirror bears, 
Reflection whiſp'ring — what I might have been. 
C 


XXXVIII. 


XXXVIII. - 
„ * * * % # „ „ „ „ # 4 # 
But away with the Phraſe of Formality's Page, 
Love's Fruit ſhould be pluck'd in its Prime; 
Net left on the Tree, until wither'd by Age; 
Tis a worm- eaten Windfall to Time. 


XXXIX. 


'Tis thus old Maids decay. They the Lock would not om 
Now the End of Creation they ſcorn ; 
Thus the beſt flavour'd Wines too. long "yy on the Lees, | 
Will ſow'ring to Vinegar turn. | 


The End of the Firſt Part. 


PART 


PART the SECOND. 
NOLA 4 
; N a black Moor, where Fogs peſtiferous ſteam, 
There winds a rocky Dell o'er-run by Brake, 
Forth its crack d Cliffs roaring rows Letbe's Stream. 
Forming below Ingratitude's foul Lake. 
II. 


There former Services momentuous float, 
There tender Conſcience ſinking, ſtruggling cries, 
Beneath the ſtagnate Mantle of the Moat, 
Smother'd in Oblivion, ſocial Duty dies. 


110; et os Ut! 
Mean rais'd Preferment there unbluſhing bows, 
Deaf to Humanity's Heart-thrilling Tone, 
Th' unworthy: Hireling down the Current throws, 
Beauty's paſt Bounty's ah loſt Friendſhip's' Loan. 
From thence to Flatt'ry's venal Fane he flies, 
Built on the Bog which feeds Corruption's Pool; 


Proſtrate at Self-love's Altar paſſive lies, 
That Pimp to Power and Detraction's Tool. 


(= 7 
T., 


Within the Area of the Manſion dark. 
The Shrieks. af hel Saund— | 

Þ Palſhood 1 and Malice there inceffant bark, oo I 
And Uproar's hundred Throats, yell round and round. 


All an! th Roof tho ade 3 Rumour qrawhs 
Engender'd by the Spleen of Envys Foam; 

The Stains of Infamy — the Walls, 
And e e Rancour cruſts * Dome. 


Within uns Nebel, 0 Dime e Ho! 
Sits with ſunk Checks, pale Lips, and matted 1 
Red fleck'd her ſquinting Eyes, SCANDAL her Name, 


And hagger'd at her Footſtool howls Deſpair. 


The Works of Genius, the true Patriots Deeds, 
Party preſents her by its legate Strife; 


On Reputation's Fruit ſhe hourly feeds, 
Stolen by falſe N 6 from the __ of Life. 


IX. 


Her Scullions are the Scribblers of this Age; 
For to the Brave, the Beauteous, and the Good; 
Thoſe hungry Hackneys glean from Faction's Page, 
And mongſt the Scraps of Scandal pick their Food. 


L 78 ] 


X. 


SS DD VDV . W_ee3sDT 


But mind not, dear KI Tv, that ignoble Crew, 
Who pretend to make Writing their Trade ; 

Why, they'll rail at their Maker, as ſoon as at you, 
| Provided they cou'd but be paid. 


XI. 


Grub- ſtreet eccho'd from Garrets, we'll write and we'll eat, 


They knew, that Deſire with N choſe to dwell; 


So inventive Neceſſity taught them cheat, 


That your Name to a Pamphlet wou'd make the Traſh ſell. 


XII. 


Abuſe will for ever fix Merit as Game; 
The Owls you know hoot at the Light; 

Yet tho' Envy is certain attendant on Fame, 
Dear KITT do ſhine on in Spite. 


XIII. 


But oh ! while you brilliantly beam on GR 
The faireſt among Britiſh Fair, 

Unreſenting accept this Advice from your Clown, 
The moſt Lovely ſhould take the moſt Care. 


XIV. - 
Not of ill- judging Envy, or vulgar-bred Scorn, 
Away with ſuch worth-worrying Elves; 
But Ladies, look forward, in Beauty's May Morn, 
Take Care of Mankind and yourſelves. 


XV. 


Our Sex are ſo ſubtle, fo ſelfiſh, fo vain, 
The Pleafures'of Love they miſplace; 
Ingrateful they'll leave, what they've labour'd to gain, 
They enjoy not the Game but the Chace. 
D 


XVI. 
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XVI. 
When by Wiles they have won the fond Mind of the Fair, 
Who by Love ſoften d, gives up her Charms, 
His Honour is off, he but aim'd to enſnare, a 
The Inſenſible cools i in her Arms. 


b | 3 . 
Neglected ſhe's left, where, where can ſhe fly ? 
A Victim to Riot ſhe's thrown ; 
For daily Support, baſeſt Luft ſhe muſt ply, 
Till Diſtreſs and Deſpair hunt her down, 


' XVIII. 

5 „% „%% „ # # # 

Ah! what avails, how once appear d the Fair, 
When from gay Equipage ſhe falls obſcure; 

In vain the moves her livid Lips in Pray'r, | 
What Man ſo mean to recollect the Poor? 


XIX. 


From Place to Place, by unfeed Bailiffs drove, a © 
As fainting Fawns from thirſty Blood-hounds fly; ä 

See the ſad Remnants of unhallow'd Love, 
In Priſons periſh, or on Dunghills dye. 


XX. 
Pimps and Dependants once her Beauties prais'd ; 
And on thoſe Beauties, Vermin like they fed; 
From Wretchedneſs, the Crew her Bounty rais'd, 


When by her Spoils enrich'd deny her Bread, _ 
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XXI. 
Through Street to Street, ſhe wends, as Want betides, 
Like Shore's ſad Wite, in Winter's diſmal. Hours; 
The bleak Winds piercing. her unnouriſh'd Sides, 
Her houſeleſs Head dripping with drizzly Showers. 


XXII. 
Sickly ſhe ſtroles amidſt the miry Lane, 
While ſtreaming Spouts daſh on her 2 d Neck; 
By Famine pin d; pinch d by Diſeaſo-bred Pain, 
Contrition's Portrait, and raſh Beauty's Wreck, 


XXIII. 
| Pale ſtretch d againſt, th' inhoſpitable * ·! 1 
While gathering Goſſips taunt the fleſhleſs Corſe, 
And thank their Gods, that they were never Whores. 


XXIV. 

Thus erring Genius by Affliction, ſeiz'd, | 
To comfortleſs Confinement calm ſubmits ; 
While the dull Herd of Money Slaves, grin pleas'd, 

And happy hug themſelves, that they're not Wits. 


XXV. 
8 O ! Do not in the Summer of thy Prime, 
Againſt white wintry Age neglect to arm; 
Indeed, lov'd KIT, there muſt come a Time, x 
When even n thy Form ſhall fail in Power to charm. 


XXVI. l 


Before that friendleſs unendearing Hour, 
The gay-earn'd Premium from rich Bounty p Yrove, 
Time's Ringlet fronts you. Seize him while vou ve Power, 
Then independent live the Life of Love. 


- 


XX VII. 
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XXVII. 
Cou'd Bribe-beſtowing Courtiers win Time's Stay, 
Or Beauty by Embraces tempt the Gueſt ; 
Cou'd ancient Eloquence, 'but beg a Day, 
Or Powers prerogative an Hour arreſt. 


XXVIII. | 
Ah! no—like HANMLEHT's Ghoſt, 'twas there, tis here, 
No Mortal o'er his Fleetneſs can prevail; 
Hop flies before, REPENTANCE in his Rear, 
Then enters DEATH, and Ipreads OBL1vion's Veil. 


XXIX. 


O! Think, when bloomleſs on the Bier you're laid, 

And the rough Shroud enivraps thy Clay-cold Form, 
Thou muſt be hid among the mould'ring Dead ; 

What now feaſts Lovers, then muſt feed a Worm. 


XXX. 


Yet while you live, yet while in Life you bloom, 
Some Moments to THE Time To CoME apply ; ; 
What is the Space from Cradle to the Tomb ? 
Alaſs ! thro' Life we linger but to dye. 


XXXI. 


Death to the Poor is oft a welcome Friend; 
But to the Proud, even in Idea ſhocks ; 

Vet daily at their Doors, he dares attend, 
And all the babbling Farce of Phyſic mocks. 


| XXXII. 
The Sin-engender'd Spectre ſoundleſs ſtrides, 
Coupled like, Hounds Diſeaſes round him wait ; 


WAR, VrenGEANCE, LuxuRy, his ready Guides, 
TERROR his Harbinger, his Sentence Fa TE. 


XXXIII. 
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XXXIII. 


Upborn by Air, the Atmoſphere he taints, 
Beneath him ev'ry Inſect pants for Breath; 

The FoRREsSTs wither, pale CREATON faints, 
And NaTuRE ſickens at the Shade of DEAT R. 


XXXIV. 


What's after Death? Tremble ye mad profane, 

Nor weakly plead you want Belief to pray? 
Know, He that made us will his Works arraign; 
What will ye anſwer on the Ju DPGMENT Day ? 


XXXV. 


The Day wrong'd Piety her Crown receives, 

The Day Oppreſſion meets th' impartial Doom; 
Then the fool'd Atheiſt, tho' too late believes, 

And Guilt appall'd, clings ſhudd'ring to his Tomb. 


XXXVI. 


Then Kir, then; Taov, mongſt thy erring Race, 
Muſt every Indiſcretion humbly own ; 

May He who faves the Sinner grant thee Grace, 
And PENITENCE preſent Tree at the Throne. 


XXXVII. 


May meek-eyed Mercy beam the bleſſed Sign, 

And Choirs of MAR TYRS chorus thou'rt forgiven 
May that white Hour of Happineſs be thine, 

And Wings of AnGELs waft thy Soul to Heaven. 


? 
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